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Every  act  of  memory  is  also  on  act  of  narrative. 


R.  FRANKLIN,  201 1 


Dr.  Catherine  Gillotti’s  enthusiastic  and  sage 
vision  to  create  a  course  at  Purdue  University  Calumet 
on  “The  Dark  Side  of  Interpersonal  Communication,” 
not  only  marks  a  timely  change  in  the  ways  in  which 
we  study  interpersonal  communication,  it  encourages 
us  to  go  deeper  into  our  memories  and  consciousness 
and  pull  out  those  experiences  which  shape  our 
sense  of  identity  and  reality.  These  experiences  are 
pivotal  in  the  ways  in  which  we  understand  human 
relationships  and  the  ways  we  choose  to  express 
those  experiences. 

Experiences  live  in  our  memories  and  are 
then  revealed  in  the  stories  we  tell  others  about 
ourselves.  Thus,  experiences  evolve  into  narratives, 
and  narratives  are  the  “stuff”  of  interpersonal 
relationships.  Through  the  narratives  and  stories  we 
tell  each  other,  we  move  closer  or  further  away.  We 
learn  about  individuals’  values,  their  ways  of  thinking, 
their  hopes  and  fears,  and  their  ability  for  compassion 
or  indifference.  These  narratives  contain  nuanced 
information  about  how  each  of  us  constructs  our  lives. 

With  this  issue  of  Pastels,  the  writers  take  us 
into  their  transgressive  narrative  worlds,  revealing  a 
story  that  deeply  affected  each  of  their  lives.  When 
reading  these  narratives,  we  are  asked  to  suspend 
all  judgement,  and  simply  understand  the  story.  This 
approach  ushers  in  a  humanitarian  way  of  studying 
interpersonal  communication,  because  such  stories 
stretch  us  to  comprehend  the  variety  of  choices 
individuals  make  in  their  lives.  By  reflecting  on 


others’  experiences,  we  learn  about  our  own  life 
decisions  and  choices.  Our  tendencies  to  compare 
our  experiences  with  those  of  others  assists  us  in 
forgiving  our  own  transgressions  and  mistakes  as  well 
as  making  us  conscious  of  ways  we  can  re-work  our 
lives  and  consequently  our  narratives.  Simply  put, 
stories  that  others  tell  us  about  themselves  change 
our  lives.  And  for  this  fact,  I  am  grateful  to  Dr.  Gillotti 
for  her  vision,  which  promotes  and  encourages  all 
of  us  to  delve  deeply  into  our  past  and  make  peace 
with  those  instances  with  which  we  have  struggled.  If 
we  are  quiet  and  listen  carefully,  something  about  us 
will  change  for  the  better  toward  that  holistic  vision  of 
ourselves  as  productive,  caring  members  of  culture 
and  society.  I  wish  to  acknowledge  and  thank  the 
individuals  who  graciously  allowed  us  to  use  the 
contents  of  their  lives  to  promote  an  understanding 
of  communication.  Your  brave  acts  assist  others  in 
knowing  how  to  become  better  communicators  and 
compassionate  individuals. 

Theresa  Carilli,  PhD. 

Professor  of  Communication 
Department  of  Communication  and  Creative  Arts 
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The  study  of  the  dork  side  often  ends  up  blurring 
the  distinction  between  good  and  evil  or  the 
bright  and  the  dark  of  the  human  condition. 


SPITZBERG  &  CUPACH 


I  am  honored  to  introduce  you  to  this  special 
edition  of  Pastels  dedicated  to  personal  narratives 
about  the  Dark  Side  of  Interpersonal  Communication. 

When  Dr.  Theresa  Carilli  asked  me  to  guest- 
edit  Pastels  by  inviting  my  students  to  contribute 
narratives  from  my  dark  side  of  interpersonal 
communication  seminar,  I  was  honored  and  excited.  I 
was  excited  both  for  those  of  you  who  will  read  these 
stories,  but  also  for  my  students  who  were  given  an 
outlet  of  expression.  I  also  was  apprehensive  that 
readers  might  misunderstand  the  point  of  the  study  of 
the  dark  side.  While  scholars  of  the  dark  side  spend 
much  time  reading,  contemplating  and  analyzing 
dysfunctional  human  behaviors,  our  aim  is  not  to 
glorify  pain,  but  to  learn  how  to  be  more  functional  in 
relationships. 

The  Dark  Side  of  Interpersonal  Communication 
is  really  the  story  of  all  of  our  lives.  The  two  most 
prominent  scholars  in  the  field,  William  Cupach  and 
Brian  Spitzberg,  have  provided  over  4  volumes  of  work 
on  the  subject.  “The  dark  side  of  human  interaction 
has  always  intrigued  us.  Indeed,  we  suspect  that 
most  people  are  naturally  curious  about  it.  The  dark 
side  always  makes  for  an  engaging  story;  it  implies 
mystery,  intrigue,  and  dramatic  irony.  Its  very  elusive 
and  enigmatic  nature  compels  us  to  explore  it,  though 
perhaps  with  some  trepidations”  (Cupach  &  Spitzberg, 
1994,  vii). 

It  is  those  reasons  for  trepidation  that  lead  me 
to  warmly  express  my  deep  gratitude  to  the  students 


who  shared  their  stories  for  this  issue,  as  their  sharing 
does  not  come  without  risk.  Their  courage  to  share 
also  brings  each  of  us  to  a  better  understanding  of 
the  delicate  balance  between  the  functional  and 
pathological  in  our  interpersonal  relationships.  Shining 
the  light  on  what  might  easily  remain  in  the  shadows 
allows  us  to  grow  more  human  by  understanding  our 
own  suffering. 

Each  narrative  in  this  issue  touches  upon 
a  different  aspect  of  the  dark  side  of  interpersonal 
communication.  We  are  all  capable  of  jealousy, 
envy,  deception,  infidelity,  unrequited  love,  stalking, 
betrayal,  addiction,  and  co-dependence  to  name 
just  some  of  the  relational  dysfunctions  that  intersect 
our  lives.  What  makes  the  dark  side  of  interpersonal 
communication  so  compelling  is  that  we  cannot  always 
distinguish  when  behavior  that  seems  dysfunctional 
actually  brings  function  to  a  relationship,  and  what 
seems  functional  is  actually  dysfunctional  (Spitzberg  & 
Cupach,  1998). 

While  each  narrative  has  its  own  lesson 
about  the  complexity  of  interpersonal  relationships, 
the  tie  that  binds  them  in  this  collection  is  the  theme 
of  relational  transgression.  Interpersonal  scholar, 
Sandra  Metts  (1994),  defines  relational  transgressions 
as  offenses  “that  disrupt  the  stability  of  a  relationship 
because  they  involve  violations  of  rules  for  appropriate 
relational  conduct”  (p.  217).  Each  relationship  brings 
with  it  some  general  societal  expectations.  For 
example,  monogamy  is  considered  the  norm  in  most 


marriages;  however,  the  individuals  in  the  relationship 
also  negotiate  their  own  rules.  Thus  the  nuances 
begin,  and  so  does  our  journey  into  this  issue. 

In  Brotherly  Love,  Geoffrey  Cardwell  narrates 
a  story  of  sibling  rivalry  with  jealousy  and  envy  at 
its  core.  The  reader  is  reminded  of  the  love  -  hate 
continuum  often  found  in  our  sibling  relationships,  and 
the  dark  places  it  can  sometimes  take  us. 

In  a  heart-breaking  account  of  her  father’s 
infidelity,  Stephanie  Widlowski  illustrates  for  us  the 
burden  of  secrets.  Information  may  be  power  in  some 
cases,  but  a  heavy  weight  to  carry  in  others.  She 
grapples  with  what  to  do  with  the  knowledge  of  his 
affair  while  coping  with  the  meaning  of  her  father’s 
actions  on  her  family. 

Michelle  brings  us  an  account  of  deceit 
and  disconfirmation  with  her  father  in  Never  to 
be  Forgotten  or  Forgiven  that  leaves  the  reader 
wondering  how  deep  one  has  to  dig  to  find  the  ability 
to  forgive.  One  can  only  imagine  the  cognitive 
dissonance  she  experienced  in  this  conversation  that 
reveals  cowardice  and  courage. 

Rounding  off  our  journey  through  the  dark  side 
of  family  relationships,  Jet  Sevenshadows  moves  the 
reader  as  he  recounts  part  of  his  painful  and  abusive 
childhood  including  the  chronology  of  his  relationship 
with  his  stepbrother.  This  is  a  story  of  young  adults 
finding  their  way  in  turbulent  and  uncertain  times  as 
they  seek  solid  ground  within  their  own  identities  and 
in  relationship  to  each  other.  It  demonstrates  how 


the  choices  of  parents  have  consequences  for  their 
children. 

Emily  Wallace  in  her  story,  Benefits? 

More  like  ‘friends  with  baggage’  shares  the  perils 
of  the  “friends  with  benefits”  relationship.  This 
type  of  relationship  is  fertile  ground  for  potential 
transgressions  and  disappointment.  Her  story 
illuminates  the  light  and  dark  sides  of  commitment. 

In  Twisted  Sister  of  Satan,  Sean  Kessler 
recounts  the  story  of  his  marriage  and  the  road  of 
addiction  and  codependence  he  traveled.  The  pain 
that  love  can  bring  is  palpable  as  we  witness  what  it 
means  to  follow  one’s  heart  over  one’s  head. 

Finally,  in  The  Dark  Side  of  Love,  Daniella 
Zomparelli  shares  with  us  the  difficult  position  of  being 
the  object  of  someone’s  unrequited  love.  Set  in  the 
work  place,  this  narrative  highlights  for  us  that  our 
interpersonal  interactions  take  place  in  all  contexts. 

It  also  punctuates  how  being  desired  is  not  always 
desirable. 

In  addition  to  the  narratives,  this  special 
issue  features  original  photographic  work  by  graduate 
students  from  the  Department  of  Communication  and 
Creative  Arts.  The  telling  of  stories  is  not  limited  to  the 
spoken  word.  Featured  in  this  issue  are  the  artistic 
talents  of  Tyler  Lennox  Bush  and  Jessica  Klemz.  I 
invite  you  to  contemplate  the  interpersonal  stories  of 
their  work  as  you  experience  the  interplay  between 
shadow  and  light. 


My  special  thanks  goes  to  Dr.  Theresa  Carilli 
for  this  wonderful  opportunity  to  edit  Pastels  and 
for  her  creative  genius  that  brought  this  journal  to 
fruition.  Many  thanks  to  Dr.  Tom  Roach  for  providing 
the  funding  so  that  this  project  would  not  only  live  in  a 
virtual  medium,  but  on  paper  as  well.  To  the  graduate 
students  who  submitted  photographic  narratives  for 
this  issue  that  capture  the  light-dark  continuum  of 
human  existence,  please  know  your  contributions 
only  deepen  our  understanding  of  this  subject  matter. 
Finally,  I  would  like  to  thank  Donna  Rowland,  the 
graduate  student  editor  for  this  issue,  who  put  in 
countless  hours  to  bring  these  stories  to  the  page. 

Her  leadership  and  guidance  to  the  student  authors  in 
the  editing  process  was  much  appreciated. 

Catherine  M.  Gillotti,  PhD 
Associate  Professor 
Department  of  Communication  &  Creative  Arts 

Cupach,  W.R.,  &  Spitzberg,  B.H.  (Eds.).  (1994).  The  dark  side  of  interpersonal 
communication.  Hillsdale,  NJ:  Lawrence  Erlbaum  Associates. 

Spitzberg,  B.H.,  &  Cupach,  W.R.  (Eds.).  (1998).  The  dark  side  of  close 
relationships.  Mawah,  NJ:  Lawrence  Erlbam  Associates. 


LETTER 


Whatever  words  we  utter  should  be  chosen  with  core 
for  people  will  hear  them  and  be  influenced  by  them 
for  good  or  ill. 


BUDDHA 


These  wise  words  help  us  to  understand  the 
impact  each  of  us  has  on  the  lives  of  others.  While  we 
prefer  to  focus  on  the  positive  words  and  influences 
that  come  to  mind,  we  can’t  escape  the  fact  that 
negative  words  and  actions  also  influence  us  -  many 
times  to  a  greater  degree  than  the  positive  ones. 

This  issue  of  Pastels,  which  highlights  some 
of  those  negative  words  and  behaviors  that  exist 
in  all  of  us  to  a  certain  degree,  is  intended  to  bring 
understanding  and  perhaps  some  coping  strategies  to 
the  reader,  as  well  as  to  provide  a  sense  that  we  are 
not  alone  in  our  struggles. 

It  has  been  my  pleasure  to  work  with  the 
authors  in  editing  their  stories  for  this  publication.  I 
have  been  moved  by  their  words,  and  I  hope  you  will 
be,  too.  As  the  poet  and  novelist  Rudyard  Kipling 
has  written,  “Words  are,  of  course,  the  most  powerful 
drug  used  by  mankind.”  May  we  all  use  that  drug  to 
bring  more  peace  and  understanding  into  our  own 
relationships  and  lives. 

Donna  Rowland 
Editor 
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TYLER  LENNOX  BUSH 


“Nicole,  get  up!  We  must  go  now!”  My  voice 
was  at  a  level  that  I  thought  was  sure  to  wake  up  the 
neighbors  in  our  apartment  complex. 

“Don’t  yell  at  me,”  was  her  response  as  she 
turned  over  on  the  couch  that  had  become  her  bed  for 
the  evening.  Then  she  saw  my  face.  “What  the  hell 
happened?”  She  began  crying  and  asking  questions 
at  the  same  time.  “Why  are  you  bleeding?”  She  had 
made  her  way  off  the  couch  and  stood  in  front  of  me, 
eyes  absorbing  the  horror  that  was  my  face. 

“Let’s  go.”  I  grabbed  her  hand  and  we  left  the 
apartment. 

My  brother,  Chris,  and  I  lived  together  in  an 
apartment  that  was  occasionally  occupied  by  my 
girlfriend.  We  lived  in  Pensacola,  Florida  in  a  large 
apartment  complex  that  consisted  of  numerous 
apartment  buildings,  each  three  stories  tall  with  a 
balcony.  The  complex  was  furnished  with  a  swimming 
pool,  tennis  courts  and  a  clubhouse;  not  a  bad  place  to 
call  home  for  a  young  sailor  about  25  years  of  age. 
Chris  worked  construction,  or  at  least  he  was 
supposed  to,  but  he  always  seemed  to  find  himself 
without  any  job  and  I  was  one  who  consistently  had 
to  cover  for  his  short-comings.  Chris  was  the  older 
brother  but  for  most  of  my  life,  I  feel  like  I  was  the  one 
who  took  the  leadership  role. 

We  decided  to  go  out  on  a  Friday  night  and 
enjoy  some  drinks  at  Seville  Quarter,  a  local  night¬ 
club  in  downtown  Pensacola.  There  was  a  dance 
room,  an  acoustic  room,  a  pool-room,  and  of  course, 


GEOFFREY  CARDWELL 


the  Country  and  Western  room.  Chris  and  I  hung  out 
mainly  in  the  dance  room  having  drinks.  Chris  talked  to 
girls,  got  rejected  by  girls  and  repeated  the  cycle.  He 
was  persistent,  but  in  the  end,  he  failed  to  get  any  girl 
to  lower  her  inhibitions  enough  to  satisfy  his  desires. 
Chris  was  never  known  to  treat  women  as  they  should 
be  treated  and  that  was  something  my  father  could 
never  understand.  My  father  tried  to  instill  manners 
into  us,  and  show  us  how  a  woman  was  to  be  treated, 
but  Chris  never  listened  to  those  lessons.  He  never 
listened  to  my  father  at  all. 

My  brother  and  my  father  never  had  a  great 
relationship.  Actually,  they  didn’t  have  even  a  decent 
relationship.  There  was  always  conflict  and  my 
father  lost  patience  with  his  antics.  Chris  quit  high 
school  during  the  10th  grade  and  it  seemed  that  my 
father  washed  his  hands  of  him  at  that  point.  Chris 
never  completed  any  education  after  that,  and  was 
constantly  getting  thrown  out  of  the  house  for  being  a 
deadbeat,  only  to  be  allowed  back  in  when  he  would 
come  crawling  back  on  his  hands  and  knees.  To  this 
day,  the  relationship  between  the  two  is  fractured,  and 
I  did  not  see  any  sealant  that  could  be  used  to  patch 
those  fractures. 

On  the  other  hand,  my  father  and  I  had  a 
pretty  good  relationship.  I  was  far  from  a  good  boy, 
but  I  never  tested  my  father  like  my  brother  did.  I 
would  have  remorse  for  my  actions,  regardless  of  how 
bad  they  were.  I  always  appeared  sorry  and  my  father 
appreciated  that  about  me.  I  was  able  to  graduate 


high  school,  even  though  it  was  a  tough  battle,  which 
required  me  to  attend  night  school  to  accomplish  that 
goal.  The  following  year,  recognizing  that  my  future 
was  uncertain,  I  decided  to  join  the  United  States  Navy 
to  make  something  of  myself.  I  received  approval  from 
my  father,  which  was  something  that  my  brother  was 
never  able  to  achieve.  It’s  fair  to  conclude  that  my 
brother  resented  me. 

Our  fun  at  the  nightclub  concluded,  and  it  was 
time  to  start  making  our  way  home,  but  not  before 
we  stopped  at  the  good  ol’  Waffle  House  for  some 
breakfast.  The  alcohol  had  flowed  quite  easily  for  my 
brother  and  it  showed  as  he  slurred  some  words  and 
was  louder  than  one  would  prefer,  even  at  a  Waffle 
House.  The  more  my  brother  drank,  the  more  “honest” 
he  became  about  how  he  was  always  the  black  sheep 
of  the  family,  and  how  I  was  the  golden  boy.  Our  eggs 
and  bacon  went  down  easily.  We  paid  our  bill  and  left 
to  head  back  to  the  apartment. 

I  always  felt  that  my  brother  resented  me  for 
the  relationship  I  had  with  my  father;  a  relationship 
that  was  not  possible  for  him  to  have.  He  usually 
brought  up  the  issue  that  my  father  favored  me  over 
him  in  almost  every  situation.  Chris  always  felt  that 
I  never  did  any  wrong  and  he  never  did  any  right. 

Envy  was  a  big  problem  for  my  brother  as  I  was  able 
to  accomplish  things  with  my  life  that  he  never  would 
have  the  opportunity  to  do.  I  joined  that  Navy,  got  the 
respect  of  my  peers,  but  more  importantly,  the  respect 
of  my  family.  I  got  to  travel  the  world,  and  was  seen 
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GEOFFREY  CARDWELL 


in  a  bright  light  while  Chris  was  seen  as  a  high  school 
dropout,  a  man  who  was  able  to  get  a  girl  pregnant, 
but  not  man  enough  to  take  care  of  the  child  he  helped 
create.  I  was  seen  as  the  person  that  he  would  never 
be  able  to  be  and  I  think  that  ate  him  up  inside  to  the 
point  where  he  would  do  me  harm. 

We  started  back  to  the  apartment  after  our 
satisfying  breakfast.  I  was  driving  since  I  had  not 
nearly  as  much  to  drink  as  Chris.  On  the  way  home, 
he  asked  about  my  girlfriend’s  best  friend  and  the 
chances  of  me  introducing  the  two  of  them. 

My  stern  response  was  “There  is  no  way 
on  this  earth  that  I  would  introduce  the  two  of  you. 

You  can  barely  hold  a  job,  have  no  clue  how  to  treat 
women,  and  you  want  me  to  introduce  you  to  my 
girlfriend’s  best  friend?  Not  a  damn  chance!”  My 
words  were  not  minced. 

The  road  we  were  traveling  on  to  get  to  the 
apartment  building  had  a  speed  limit  of  45  mph  and 
I  was  going  about  50  mph.  After  that  last  comment, 

I  heard  my  brother  scream  unintelligible  words,  and 
then  felt  his  hand  around  my  neck,  squeezing,  ending 
my  ability  to  breathe,  all  while  traveling  down  the  two- 
lane  road  at  50  mph.  I  kept  the  car  in  the  proper  lane 
while  trying  to  get  his  hand  off  of  my  neck  and  was 
finally  successful. 

“I’m  going  to  kill  you.  You  piece  of  shit,  I  am 
going  to  kill  you,”  I  said  with  a  calm,  yet  determined 
voice. 


felt  the  hand  around  my  neck  a  second  time,  but  it 
was  much  more  aggressive  than  the  first.  I  felt  the 
pressure  around  my  neck  and  my  ability  to  take 
breaths  became  more  difficult.  While  feeling  the  loss 
of  breath,  I  then  felt  an  enormous  pressure  on  my 
nose  and  pain  accompanying  that  pressure.  It  was 
then  I  realized  my  brother  had  attempted  to  bite  my 
nose  off,  and  strangle  me  at  the  same  time,  while  I 
attempted  to  keep  the  car  on  the  road  and  out  of  the 
path  of  oncoming  traffic.  For  the  second  time,  I  was 
able  to  get  my  brother  off  of  me  and  we  arrived  at  the 
apartment. 

Nicole  and  I  ended  up  going  to  my  father’s 
house,  then  the  hospital  to  get  my  wounds  looked  at 
while  my  brother  stayed  at  the  apartment  until  police 
officers  came  and  gave  him  a  first-class  experience  at 
the  city  jail  for  assault  and  battery. 


I  heard  the  same  scream  as  before,  and  I 
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I  always  thought  I  had  a  picture-perfect 
family,  but  boy  was  I  wrong.  When  you  start  college, 
you  think  it’s  going  to  be  the  best  time  of  your  life; 
that  nothing  can  get  better.  Well  I  had  a  huge  reality 
check,  which  took  that  notion  right  away.  It  was  one 
of  those  moments  that  you  think  will  never  happen  to 
you.  I  caught  my  dad  cheating  on  my  mom. 

My  family  was  just  like  any  other  family,  or  so 
I  had  thought.  My  parents  fought,  but  no  more  than 
any  of  my  friends’  parents.  I  never  really  thought  much 
about  their  relationship  until  the  day  my  whole  world 
came  crashing  down.  It  was  during  my  first  semester 
of  college  when  my  dad  started  acting  differently.  At 
first,  I  didn’t  think  anything  of  it.  He  had  just  started  a 
new  position  where  he  had  to  travel  a  lot,  which  meant 
he  was  barely  home,  so  I  didn’t  notice  these  changes 
right  away. 

Before  school  started  up,  my  dad  went  with 
me  to  set  up  my  classes  for  the  upcoming  semester. 

He  had  told  me  to  contact  one  of  the  moms  from  the 
baseball  team  my  brother  played  on  because  she 
had  worked  at  the  school.  I  thought  this  was  strange, 
but  didn’t  think  much  of  it  until  one  day  she  and  her 
children  were  at  my  house.  When  I  asked  my  dad 
why  they  were  there,  he  explained  that  he  was  helping 
one  of  her  sons  with  his  pitching.  Since  my  dad  and 
brother  had  been  so  big  into  baseball  I  thought  it  was 
just  normal.  After  she  had  been  over  to  my  house, 
she  told  me  I  could  contact  her  whenever  I  needed 
help  with  anything.  I  started  to  get  annoyed  because 


she  would  even  text  me  asking  if  there  was  anything 
that  she  could  help  me  with,  but  I  just  thought  she  was 
trying  to  be  nice. 

Around  the  holidays,  my  dad  started  to  travel 
less,  which  meant  he  was  home  more  often  than 
usual.  Whenever  his  phone  would  ring,  he  would  take 
the  call  where  no  one  could  hear  him.  Of  course  at 
the  time  I  just  thought  it  was  a  business  call  and  he 
wanted  quiet.  As  time  went  on,  though,  he  took  his 
phone  calls  in  the  garage.  He  constantly  checked 
his  phone,  and  it  never  left  his  sight.  I  knew  his  new 
position  was  stressful,  but  I  had  no  idea  that  it  would 
make  him  be  this  disconnected  from  our  family. 

As  my  second  semester  started,  my  dad  told 
me  to  contact  this  woman  again  to  see  if  there  was 
anything  she  could  help  me  with.  My  mom  overheard 
him  telling  me  this  and  said  there  was  no  way  I  needed 
her  help.  I  didn’t  contact  her  like  my  dad  told  me 
to,  but  she  contacted  me,  and  offered  to  get  me  a 
discount  on  books.  Obviously,  my  dad  had  contacted 
her  because  why  else  would  she  be  telling  me  this? 

I  was  puzzled  at  this  point.  Why  had  my 
dad  contacted  her,  especially  after  my  mom  had  said 
absolutely  not?  When  I  went  to  purchase  my  books 
later  that  week,  she  was  there  as  if  she  knew  I  was 
coming.  I  was  so  mad  at  my  dad  for  putting  me  in 
that  position.  I  couldn’t  understand  what  was  going 
on  in  this  moment,  but  I  was  starting  to  get  a  feeling 
that  something  was  not  right.  I  felt  like  I  needed  to 
investigate  the  situation  further. 
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I  had  so  many  questions,  but  no  answers. 

After  that,  every  time  my  dad’s  phone  rang,  I 
muted  whatever  I  was  listening  to  and  jumped  to  my 
feet  to  listen  in  on  his  conversations.  I  did  everything 
I  could  to  get  some  kind  of  insight  to  what  was  really 
going  on  behind  closed  doors.  At  times  I  thought  to 
myself  that  I  was  acting  crazy  or  just  imagining  things. 

I  was  so  stressed  out  about  a  situation  I  didn’t  even 
know  truly  existed. 

I  started  to  miss  school  just  to  follow  my 
dad  in  hopes  of  catching  him  doing  something  he 
shouldn’t  be  doing.  My  grades  started  to  slip,  but  I 
honestly  didn’t  care  at  this  point.  I  was  so  invested  in 
figuring  out  what  was  really  going  on  with  my  dad  that 
I  jeopardized  everything  for  which  I  had  worked.  I  was 
disconnected,  anxious  and  on  edge  at  all  times. 

The  day  I  finally  got  the  first  piece  to  the  puzzle,  I  was 
sitting  in  my  room  studying  when  I  heard  my  dad  go 
into  the  garage  to  take  a  phone  call.  Luckily  for  me 
my  room  is  over  the  garage,  so  I  was  able  to  hear  a 
majority  of  the  conversation.  At  the  end  of  the  call 
I  heard  him  say,  “I  love  you.”  I  felt  as  if  I  had  finally 
gotten  what  I  needed,  then  realized  this  nightmare  was 
my  new  reality.  I  immediately  felt  sick  to  my  stomach. 

I  felt  as  if  I  was  in  the  “Twilight  Zone.”  My  mind  was 
racing  and  I  had  absolutely  no  idea  what  to  do.  I 
knew  it  wasn’t  my  mom  on  the  phone  because  they 
rarely  said  “I  love  you”  to  each  other.  I  wanted  to  run 
downstairs  and  confront  him,  but  I  knew  if  I  did  that  he 


would  just  deny  it  and  ask  why  I  was  listening  in  on  his 
conversation. 

I  spent  a  good  month  constantly  worrying, 
snooping,  and  tracking  his  every  movement.  Every 
time  my  dad  said  he  was  running  out  for  something, 

I  automatically  thought  he  was  meeting  up  with 
whomever  it  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  phone.  I  was 
in  constant  panic  and  didn’t  know  what  my  next  step 
would  be.  How  could  I  tell  my  mom  he  was  cheating 
on  her?  How  couldn’t  I  tell  my  mom  he  was  cheating 
on  her?  Every  day  that  passed,  I  felt  worse  and  worse 
about  not  telling  her.  I  needed  to  confide  in  someone 
about  the  situation,  but  I  just  didn’t  know  whom  I  could 
rely  on  and  trust. 

The  time  came  when  I  had  just  about  had  it.  I 
finally  saw  my  dad  with  the  same  woman  that  was  so 
willing  to  be  my  “best  friend.”  A  million  things  came 
rushing  to  my  mind  at  once.  It  was  the  first  time  I 
had  actually  seen  it  with  my  own  eyes.  I  felt  so  many 
different  emotions,  but  the  worst  feeling  of  all  was 
betrayal.  Not  only  had  he  betrayed  my  mom,  but  he 
also  had  betrayed  his  family. 

I  couldn’t  go  to  class  after  what  I  had  just 
seen,  so  I  went  home  and  just  cried  for  hours.  After 
not  knowing  what  to  do  with  this  information,  it  all 
became  very  clear  to  me.  Before  going  to  my  mom 
about  this,  I  knew  I  had  to  talk  with  someone  else.  I 
decided  I  would  talk  to  my  brother  because  I  was  too 
embarrassed  to  tell  any  of  my  friends. 
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My  brother  was  a  sophomore  in  high  school 
at  the  time,  and  I  felt  he  was  the  only  person  I  could 
go  to  with  this  dilemma.  I  hated  myself  for  getting  him 
involved  in  this,  but  I  just  couldn’t  do  this  on  my  own 
anymore.  When  I  disclosed  this  information  to  him,  he 
was  undeniably  on  my  side  and  didn’t  question  any  of 
it.  We  agreed  we  wouldn’t  tell  our  youngest  brother 
since  he  was  only  in  middle  school  at  the  time.  We 
decided  that  we  would  both  talk  with  our  mom  and  tell 
her  what  had  been  going  on. 

The  day  we  told  our  mom,  I  felt  so  sick  and 
overwhelmed.  There  was  no  doubt  in  my  mind  that 
we  weren’t  doing  the  right  thing.  When  we  finally 
sat  down  to  tell  her  I  couldn’t  get  a  word  out,  I  was 
honestly  speechless.  When  I  was  finally  able  to  put  a 
sentence  together,  I  just  started  crying  uncontrollably. 

I  had  never  thought  I  would  be  put  into  a  situation 
where  I  would  have  to  tell  my  mom  her  husband  was 
cheating  on  her. 

Once  I  finally  pulled  it  together  and  told  her, 
it  was  like  verbal  vomit  and  I  just  couldn’t  stop.  The 
look  on  her  face  was  exactly  what  I  had  imagined. 
When  I  was  finally  done  telling  her  everything,  she 
said  she  had  a  hunch  that  something  was  going  on. 
When  she  said  this  I  was  so  confused;  why  hadn’t  she 
approached  him  then? 

Later  I  heard  her  on  the  phone  yelling  at  my 
dad  for  what  he  had  done  and  then  she  said,  “Do  you 
know  how  stupid  I  feel  that  my  children  had  to  tell  me 
you  are  cheating  on  me?”  In  that  moment  I  was  proud 


that  she  was  standing  up  for  herself  and  wasn’t  going 
to  accept  this  behavior.  I  felt  so  close  to  my  mom  and 
appreciated  her  even  more  than  I  had  before.  Being 
raised  Catholic  I  knew  my  parents  wouldn’t  get  a 
divorce,  plus  I  knew  my  mom  loved  my  dad  too  much 
to  just  give  up  on  their  marriage. 

It  took  time  for  things  to  go  back  to  normal.  I 
understood  that  if  I  wanted  to  have  a  relationship  with 
my  dad,  I  needed  to  learn  how  to  forgive  him.  While  I 
forgive  him,  I  will  never  forget  what  he  did  to  our  family. 
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“Honor  your  father  and  your  mother,  so  that 
you  may  live  long  in  the  land  the  LORD  your  God  is 
giving  you”  (The  New  International  Bible).  Any  man 
can  make  a  baby,  but  it  takes  a  REAL  man  to  be  a 
FATHER. 

My  father  and  I  have  never  had  a  good 
relationship.  We  have  had  many  arguments,  but  one 
particular  argument  changed  the  way  I  look  at  him. 

This  argument  showed  me  how  much  my  father  really 
cares  about  me.  I  am  the  only  child  on  my  mother’s 
side,  but  I  am  the  fifth  child  on  my  father’s  side.  My 
father  was  in  a  couple  of  relationships  before  he  met 
my  mother.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had  been  previously 
married  before  he  met  my  mom,  and  had  4  children, 

2  boys  and  2  girls.  My  father  has  never  been  the 
“DADDY”  type;  in  my  eyes  he  was  just  a  father.  He  has 
never  been  in  my  life  like  a  father  should.  He  came 
in  and  out  my  life  for  the  past  24  years.  Yes,  I  love 
my  father  because  he  helped  produce  me,  and  I  was 
always  taught  that  you  don’t  have  to  like  a  person,  but 
because  of  who  he  is  I  do  have  love  for  him.  My  father 
is  the  type  of  man  who  responds  instead  of  listening  to 
understand  where  a  person  may  be  coming  from.  No 
matter  how  old  his  children  get,  it’s  impossible  to  have 
an  adult  conversation.  He  sees  us  as  little  children 
when  we  are  all  completely  grown  and  have  our  own 
families.  When  I  was  born,  my  father  wanted  nothing 
to  do  with  me,  so  my  grandfather  and  uncle  stepped 
up,  like  real  men,  and  became  the  father  figures  in  my 
life.  Like  I  stated  before,  I  am  the  baby  of  five  children, 


but  my  father  treated  me  like  I  was  a  “red-headed  step 
child.”  My  father  never  spent  time  with  me  or  invested 
in  any  type  of  childrearing  with  me  when  I  was 
younger.  As  I  think  about  it,  he  treated  all  his  children 
the  same  way,  and  this  is  why  they  don’t  have  respect 
for  him  today. 

The  conflict  between  my  father  and  me  has 
been  going  on  my  entire  life,  but  one  incident  made 
everything  worse  then  it  actually  was.  Let’s  go  back 
to  the  beginning  of  2013,  which  we  all  know  is  tax 
season.  In  2009,  my  mom  and  dad  divorced,  and  the 
ruling  was  that  whomever  I  lived  with  for  more  than 
six  months  out  the  year  would  be  the  one  to  claim  me 
on  their  taxes.  Well,  time  comes  for  my  mom  to  file 
her  taxes  but  what  happened  after  she  sent  them?  A 
RED  FLAG!  The  IRS  sent  my  mom  a  letter  in  the  mail 
stating  that  someone  already  had  claimed  me.  My 
father,  being  the  stubborn  person  that  he  is,  decided 
to  claim  me  on  his  taxes  knowing  that  he  shouldn’t 
have  because  he  didn’t  take  care  of  me,  nor  did  I 
live  with  him.  Yes,  my  father  paid  his  required  child 
support  since  I  entered  into  this  world,  which  was  on 
March  1,  1991.  But  when  I  turned  21  years  old,  my 
father  emancipated  me  from  receiving  child  support. 
This  gives  my  father  no  right  to  claim  me  on  his  taxes 
because  that  went  against  the  ruling  that  had  been 
put  into  my  parent’s  divorce  decree.  You  may  be 
saying,  well  he  paid  child  support,  but  he  stopped  on 
my  birthday,  which  is  the  3rd  month  of  the  year,  and  in 
the  divorce  decree,  it  clearly  stated  that  he  must  have 
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taken  care  of  me  six  or  more  months  of  the  previous 
year,  which  he  didn’t.  So  once  I  found  out,  I  went  to 
confront  him  about  this  situation.  Oh  I  was  very  pissed 
off  with  my  father,  but  out  of  respect  to  my  mother,  I 
went  over  there  with  dignity  and  class. 

As  I  sat  in  front  of  my  father’s  house  I  began 
to  pray  really  hard  asking  God  to  give  me  the  strength 
to  deal  with  this  situation.  I  also  asked  for  a  sense  of 
clarity,  and  for  God  to  take  all  of  my  emotion  out  of 
the  situation.  I  prayed  for  the  strength  to  sit  and  allow 
him  to  try  and  explain  what  happened  and  why  he 
did  something  like  this  to  my  mother  and  me.  Once  I 
entered  into  his  home  though,  all  of  the  calmness  that  I 
had  prayed  for  went  out  the  window. 

The  conversation  started  with  me  asking  about 
the  refund  that  he  had  received  from  his  taxes;  the  one 
President  Obama  was  giving  to  parents  if  their  child 
was  in  college.  This  was  over  maybe  $1 ,200,  which 
I  knew  he  had  received  for  my  enrollment  in  college 
courses.  I  kindly  started  to  explain  the  situation  with 
my  mother’s  taxes  and  how  the  IRS  had  put  a  RED 
FLAG  against  her  account,  which  caused  her  to  wait 
longer  than  needed  because  of  the  foolishness  my  dad 
pulled.  He  acted  as  if  he  didn’t  know  anything  about 
what  I  was  talking  about,  and  looked  dumb-founded. 

I  then  continued  to  explain  the  situation  stating  that  I 
felt  that  he  was  completely  wrong  for  treating  me  as 
such.  Once  I  said  this,  the  conversation  took  a  turn  for 
the  worse.  My  father  had  the  nerve  to  start  hollering  at 
me  and  telling  me  that  I  need  to  learn  how  to  stay  in 


a  child’s  place,  etc.  etc.  Now,  if  I  remember  correctly, 

I  am  a  young,  and  independent  adult,  and  I’m  taking 
care  of  myself  very  well.  I  told  him  everything  about 
how  I  felt  about  him  and  how  I  felt  he  didn’t  mean 
anything  to  me.  I  started  from  when  I  was  a  child,  and 
explained  to  him  how  he  has  never  been  in  my  life,  and 
how  he  didn’t  want  anything  to  do  with  me. 

After  I  finished  sharing  my  observations,  my 
dad  tried  to  explain  that  the  reason  he  claimed  me  on 
his  taxes  was  because  of  paying  child  support  to  my 
mother  the  past  year.  This  didn’t  mean  anything  to 
me  because  it  takes  more  than  just  paying  money  to 
take  care  of  a  child.  It  takes  spending  time,  showing 
compassion,  being  there  for  school  plays  and 
comforting  a  child  when  sick,  just  to  name  a  few.  I  told 
him  he  hurt  me  -  then  and  now.  My  dad  said,  “I  could 
care  less.  I  wasn’t  planning  on  having  another  child.” 
Then  he  said,  “Oh  by  the  way,  if  and  when  I  pass,  the 
insurance  money  will  only  be  distributed  to  your  four 
siblings.” 

After  asking  myself  how  in  the  world  a  person 
can  get  that  much  confidence  to  say  this  to  their  child, 
their  baby  girl,  I  remembered  this  was  my  dad  who  was 
speaking.  So,  after  hearing  this  come  out  of  his  mouth, 

I  was  totally  over  the  entire  conversation.  My  last 
words  to  my  father  were  “I  love  you,  but  I  will  never  like 
you.”  He  responded,  “That’s  fine,  I  could  care  less.” 
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There  was  screaming  and  then  there  was 

silence. 

Sometimes  the  screams  were  my  own, 
sometimes  not. 

The  screams  were  wet  and  ragged,  like 
something  fighting  to  live  -  trying  to  escape  the  vice  of 
fear  from  our  throats. 

The  silence  was  even  louder,  falling  on  deaf 
ears  and  deafer  hearts  when  those  living  screams 
stopped  fighting  and  stopped  trying. 

Much  of  my  childhood  followed  that  pattern: 
hit-and-run  fighting,  avoidance,  and  little  to  no 
reconciliation.  It  just  wasn’t  the  way  we  did  things. 

For  more  than  a  decade,  few  issues  were  ever  talked 
about,  far  fewer  ever  resolved.  They  slowly  piled  up, 
one  after  another.  The  largest  source  of  my  frustration 
came  from  my  futile  attempts  at  gaining  a  mother’s 
love,  as  well  as  the  loss  of  a  brother. 

The  loss  I  speak  of  is  not  one  of  death,  no. 
That  would  have  been  a  simpler  loss  to  deal  with, 
but  I’m  sure  that  loss  could  have  been  a  reality  at 
some  point.  I  know  damn  well  what  happened  to 
him.  I  shoved  him  away,  childishly  obsessed  with  my 
own  anger  and  jealousy.  These  emotions  -  neither 
biological  parent  nor  stepparent  taught  me  how  to  deal 
with,  or  gave  me  the  skills  necessary  to  handle  the 
situation  life  had  presented  me  at  a  very  young  age. 

It  started  with  blood  on  the  floor  and  a  coffee 
table  overturned.  I  woke  up  late  one  night  to  the  eerie 
sound  of  screaming-then-silence.  I  thought  someone 


had  come  and  killed  my  parents.  I  quietly  left  my  room 
and  picked  my  way  through  the  living  room,  scared  of 
whomever  could  tear  the  room  apart  and  flip  the  table 
over.  I  rounded  the  corner  and  saw  a  puddle  of  blood 
on  the  kitchen  floor,  longer  and  wider  than  I  was  tall. 

In  this  memory,  the  blood  is  surreal  -  the  most 
intense  color  red  I  have  ever  known  and  the  tile  it 
pools  on  is  dingy  yellow,  almost  colorless.  I  could  hear 
soft  sobs  coming  from  the  bathroom  followed  by  my 
father’s  hushed  voice,  repeating  how  sorry  he  was, 
over  and  over  again,  but  all  that  was  drowned  out  by 
the  color  of  blood. 

Soon  after,  came  the  divorce. 

Time  passed  and  just  like  it,  I  passed  from 
one  caretaker’s  hands  to  another.  My  mother  had 
been  awarded  custody,  but  had  no  real  desire  for 
motherhood.  Eventually,  one  of  the  men  she  cheated 
on  my  father  with  took  us  in.  From  then  on,  I  would 
never  truly  know  the  meaning  of  the  word  “normal”  or 
a  childhood  not  tinged  with  screaming-then-silence. 
This  man  ruined  me.  He  destroyed  every  part  of  me 
that  had  any  semblance  of  innocence,  and  she  let  him 
because  she  had  nowhere  else  to  go. 

Despite  this,  I  had  a  small  group  of  friends, 
which  primarily  focused  on  one  boy  three  years 
older  than  me.  He  was  likely  my  only  friend.  The 
rest  of  them  were  his  friends  from  before  meeting 
me.  He  was  a  happy-go-lucky  kind  of  child,  sweet 
and  imaginative,  and  seemed  not  to  mind  the  age 
gap  between  us.  We  lived  across  the  street  from  one 


another  and  spent  most  of  our  days  playing  in  an  alley 
behind  my  house.  In  my  mind,  we  became  the  best  of 
friends.  We  spent  what  felt  like  years  like  that.  It  was 
the  one  relationship  where  I  was  allowed  to  talk  and, 
most  importantly,  afforded  affection  and  say-so.  The 
fondest  memory  I  have  of  him  came  from  the  same, 
too-intense  red. 

Our  group  of  friends  had  been  playing  out  in 
someone’s  yard  and  I  was  trying  to  prove  myself  brave 
by  standing  under  a  flight  of  stairs  as  one  of  the  boys 
pretended  to  drop  a  metal  pipe.  He  would  then  catch  it 
at  the  last  second  before  it  fell.  It  was  my  luck  that  he 
missed,  and  the  pipe  came  down  two  stories  and  split 
my  scalp.  Initially,  I  had  no  idea  I  was  bleeding.  Full  of 
pride,  I  hid  behind  a  shed,  trying  to  hide  the  tears  that 
started  to  sting  at  my  eyes.  My  hands  clutched  at  my 
head  and  when  I  pulled  them  back,  they  were  covered 
in  red.  My  friend  came  looking  for  me  and  saw  the 
blood.  He  said  gentle  things  that  I  can’t  remember,  but 
the  tone  of  panic  and  concern  I  can  recall.  He  took  my 
hand  and  we  ran  back  to  the  house. 

His  name  was  Josh. 

Two  summers  came  and  went,  and  then 
suddenly  we  were  living  together  after  a  night  of 
red.  My  mother’s  boyfriend  came  home — drunk  or 
on  drugs — and  tried  to  rape  my  mother.  I  heard  her 
screaming,  and  even  though  she  had  told  me  that  “my 
birth  ended  her  dreams,”  I  was  young  and  ran  to  her 
defense  anyway.  She  was  laying  on  the  bed  and  I  got 
in  between  them.  My  memory  is  hazy,  but  I  got  on  the 
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bed  and  stood  over  her  baring  my  teeth  and  balling  my 
fists  at  him.  He  backed  up  and  she  ran  out  of  the  room 
to  call  Josh’s  father  for  help,  leaving  me  alone  with  this 
man.  He  started  punching  the  wall  and  sobbing,  and 
blood  stuck  where  the  plaster  bit  into  his  knuckles.  It 
was  red  and  fake  on  the  too-white  of  the  stucco  wall. 
That  night  we  went  home  with  Josh  and  his  father,  and 
I  never  saw  my  mother’s  boyfriend  again. 

After  that,  Josh’s  father  and  my  mother  began 
talking,  and  after  two  weeks  of  dating,  a  proposal 
came.  No  one  had  told  me  that  we  were  to  be  brother 
and  sister,  especially  not  those  who  teased  me  about 
my  silly  childhood  crush  for  the  last  year-and-a-half. 

It  wasn’t  until  later  when  my  mother’s  wedding  plans 
came  up  that  I  was  told  to  give  up  on  it.  My  mother 
was  to  marry  his  father  and  that  was  to  be  the  end  of  it. 

I  didn’t  understand.  It  was  the  very  people  who  pushed 
us  together  and  made  jokes  about  us  that  now  took 
that  away.  I  can’t  even  recall  who  it  was  who  told  me, 
maybe  it  just  died  out  quietly  like  everything  else. 

From  the  day  our  parents  married,  I  became 
acutely  aware  of  my  brother,  and  made  him  the  target 
of  my  anger.  If  there  could  be  one  thing  in  my  life  that 
I  regret,  it  would  be  those  years  of  insanity  I  inflicted 
on  him.  I  am  so  very  sorry  for  everything  I  put  him 
through.  I  screamed  at  him,  I  swore,  I  bit,  and  I  even 
stabbed  him  on  one  occasion. 

I  would  be  remiss  if  I  didn’t  say  that  our 
relationship  wasn’t  totally  sour,  though  he  might  have 
something  else  to  say  about  that.  We  still  played 


together  sometimes  and  I  still  absolutely  idolized  him; 
but  at  the  same  time,  I  hated  him  with  every  fiber  of 
my  being. 

It  was  obvious  to  me  that  he  was  the  favored 
child.  I  was  selfishly  blind  to  the  pressures  placed 
on  him  by  our  parents.  I  just  saw  that  the  family 
attended  his  swim  meets,  his  choir  concerts  and  his 
theater  productions.  He  was  amazing  and  I  simply 
wasn’t.  He  was  right  and  I  was  wrong.  I  was  coming 
to  terms  with  my  past,  angry  and  violent,  and  he  was 
social  and  personable.  As  my  accomplishments  were 
ignored  and  my  brother’s  fame  lauded,  I  became 
more  and  more  bitter. 

I  would  scream  at  them  all  and  then  I  would 
be  silent.  I  would  beg  and  pray  for  someone  to  notice 
me  and  stop  telling  me  to  be  like  him.  “Be  perfect  and 
responsible.  Be  kind  and  successful.  Have  realistic 
dreams.  Why  can’t  you  get  honor  roll?  Why  can’t  you 
just  join  theater?  Why  can’t  you  be  good  like  your 
brother?” 

I  looked  up  to  him,  but  I  dug  the  trench 
between  us  with  my  own  envy.  High  school  pushed 
us  both  closer  together  and  farther  apart.  We  were 
back  on  relatable  terms  and  social  schemes.  We  had 
things  to  talk  about  and  he  started  looking  out  for  me 
again,  talking  to  teachers  for  me  when  I  would  do  my 
typical  routine  of  screaming-then-silence.  They  were 
small  gestures  that  I  never  asked  him  to  do  but  he 
did  anyway,  and  they  made  my  life  much  easier  in  the 
long  run.  If  I  had  known  any  better — if  I  had  been  a 


better  sibling — I  would  have  seen  that  he  was  dealing 
with  some  of  the  same  problems  that  I  was.  He  was 
gay  and  had  known  so  since  before  we  had  ever  met, 
but  rumors  plagued  him  in  the  halls  and  he  feared 
his  father.  He  dealt  with  the  same  relentless  teasing 
that  I  had  when  I  came  out  in  middle  school,  which 
followed  me  into  high  school.  We  could  have  bonded 
and  consoled  each  other  but,  instead,  I  was  pissed 
off  about  life  like  every  angst-filled  teenager,  but  also 
irritated  with  the  girls  who  asked  me  lewd  questions 
about  my  own  brother. 

Once  he  made  it  clear  he  wanted  to  become 
a  professional  singer,  we  began  taking  all  of  our 
vacations  to  the  various  cities  around  the  country 
where  American  Idol  was  being  hosted.  A  week  at  a 
time,  our  family  chased  his  dreams.  I  felt  like  I  was 
dragged  along  for  the  ride.  Their  way  of  making  it  up 
to  me  was  buying  me  a  laptop  so  I  could  hide  behind  a 
virtual  world  even  more  quietly. 

All  this  time,  I  was  just  desperate  for  someone 
to  listen  and  talk  to  me.  I  wanted  my  mother’s  love. 

I  wanted  her  to  be  proud  of  me.  I  wanted  his  father 
to  bond  with  me.  I  wanted  to  have  a  normal  sibling 
relationship.  I  wanted  something  genuine  and  loving 
and  I  was  too  busy  blaming  him  for  my  past  to  let  him 
be  a  brother  to  me.  I  was  too  busy  being  hateful  even 
when  he  tried.  I  wasted  so  much  of  our  relationship 
and  so  much  of  my  life  being  angry  with  him  for 
nothing.  If  I  could  apologize  to  one  person  and  one 
person  only,  it  would  be  to  him.  It  was  completely 


unfair  and  I  hope  to  never  make  that  kind  of  mistake 
again. 

Now,  we  have  some  kind  of  relationship.  We 
don’t  really  fight.  We  “talk”  once  a  week  at  least, 
which  is  usually  sending  stupid  pictures  of  our  cats  to 
one  another.  When  I’m  at  the  end  of  my  rope  with  his 
father,  he’ll  listen  to  me  complain.  He’s  had  me  come 
stay  at  his  house  in  Nashville,  and  invited  me  and  my 
boyfriend  to  his  house  in  Chattanooga.  He’s  the  only 
person  who  took  me  out  for  my  first  ‘legal’  drinks  and 
we’ve  gone  back  to  playing  cliche  zombie  video  games 
together  when  we  see  each  other.  It’s  not  perfect,  but 
it’s  the  best  that  it’s  been  in  a  long  time. 
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The  idea  of  a  “friends  with  benefits”  relation¬ 
ship  has  seemingly  increased  in  popularity  in  recent 
years,  even  so  far  as  to  be  glamorized  in  Hollywood 
films  like  2011  ’s  “Friends  with  Benefits,”  starring  Mila 
Kunis  and  Justin  Timberlake.  Like  their  experience 
in  the  film,  my  experience  started  out  innocently 
enough;  Norm  and  I  were  casual  acquaintances  who 
met  through  mutual  friends.  Though  we  talked  briefly 
here  and  there,  our  first  real  conversation  came  after  a 
mutual  friend  suggested  we  collaborate  on  a  potential 
film  project.  The  more  we  talked,  the  more  we  realized 
that  we  shared  a  common  interest  in  film.  Most  of 
our  conversations  were  on  this  subject  until  one  day 
when  Norm  started  to  flirt  with  me,  asking  me  things 
like,  “Why  don’t  you  have  a  boyfriend?”  This  was  odd 
considering  when  he  wasn’t  bragging  about  his  DVD 
collection,  he  would  talk  about  his  girlfriend.  While  the 
flirting  was  extremely  flattering,  I  didn’t  feel  comfort¬ 
able  talking  to  him  and  stopped.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
Norm  and  I  didn’t  speak  again  for  another  three  years. 

A  lot  of  things  happened  in  those  three  years: 

I  loved  and  lost,  as  many  do;  I  worked  my  butt  off  at  a 
dead-end  job  for  little  pay,  and  I  got  involved  in  a  rela¬ 
tionship  which  ended  badly.  I  mean,  I  had  hit  rock  bot¬ 
tom  and,  just  as  I  was  starting  to  climb  back  up  again, 

I  went  online  and  happened  to  see  Norm  online,  as 
well.  Curious,  I  figured  I’d  see  what  he  had  been  up 
to  these  last  three  years  and,  according  to  Norm,  his 
life  hadn’t  been  going  any  better.  He  too  worked  a  lot, 
then  lost  his  job.  He  had  broken  up  with  his  girlfriend, 


and  had  to  move  back  home  with  his  mother,  which  he 
was  not  too  happy  about.  Seeing  that  we  were  both  in 
kind  of  a  rut,  I  suggested  we  go  to  a  movie,  not  only  to 
see  each  other  after  such  an  extensive  time  period,  but 
in  the  hopes  that  we’d  cheer  up  a  bit.  So,  we  went  to  a 
movie  and  out  to  dinner. 

I  don’t  remember  who  brought  up  the  idea  of 
jumping  into  a  “friends  with  benefits”  relationship,  but 
as  a  young  woman  who’d  just  had  a  traumatic  few 
years,  this  idea  of  having  a  relationship  with  frequent 
sex  and  little  commitment  sounded  appealing  to  me. 
Plus,  we  were  attracted  to  each  other  and  had  both 
been  single  for  quite  some  time,  so  we  both  figured, 
“What  the  hell?”  Before  our  first  encounter,  as  it  were, 
we  met  up  a  couple  times  to  set  up  some  conditions 
we  knew  we’d  need  to  follow  if  this  arrangement  was 
going  to  work.  The  conditions  included: 

1 .  We  weren’t  dating,  so  there  were  no  titles; 

2.  We  weren’t  exclusive  so  we  could  sleep  with 
other  people,  BUT,  if  one  of  us  did  sleep  with  another 
person,  we  would  let  each  other  know  then  decide 
whether  or  not  to  continue  the  arrangement; 

3.  Finally,  should  we  want  to  date  someone 
exclusively,  the  arrangement  would  be  terminated.  We 
also  wouldn’t  rule  out  the  possibility  of  our  arrangement 
transitioning  into  a  full-blown  relationship. 

Once  we  had  agreed  to  these  conditions,  we 
had  our  first  encounter,  which  was  fun  and  exciting. 

As  time  progressed,  and  I  got  to  know  Norm  better, 
the  more  I  found  myself  starting  to  fall  for  him.  We 
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did  things  that,  in  my  mind,  weren’t  normal  behaviors 
connected  to  this  sort  of  arrangement.  Sure,  we’d 
go  out,  but  we’d  also  buy  each  other  gifts,  and  we’d 
meet  each  other’s  family  and  friends.  These  were  the 
things,  in  my  mind,  which  signaled  that  maybe,  the 
feelings  were  mutual  and  not  as  one-sided  as  they  had 
turned  out  to  be. 

In  hindsight,  I  should’ve  ended  the  arrange¬ 
ment  once  I  started  to  develop  feelings  for  Norm  and 
saved  myself  years  of  emotional  turmoil.  Less  than 
10%  of  these  kinds  of  arrangements  develop  into  any 
sort  of  long-term  relationship.  Instead,  every  time  I 
would  mention  that  I  was  developing  feelings  and  that 
it  would  probably  be  best  that  I  end  our  arrangement, 
he’d  say,  “Well,  I’m  still  not  ready  for  a  relationship  but, 
you  know,  if  I  was,  I’d  want  it  to  be  with  you.”  I  got  that 
line  a  lot  over  the  course  of  four  years,  and  each  time 
the  arrangement  was  threatened,  he’d  say  things  like 
that  and  I  would  stay. 

My  breaking  point  came  in  our  fourth  year 
when  I  had  asked  him  to  be  my  date  to  a  friend’s 
wedding.  When  I  had  originally  asked  him,  he  said 
he’d  go  but  he  warned  me  that  he  didn’t  have  dress 
pants.  “Really?”  I  thought  to  myself  and  suggested 
his  mother  purchase  him  a  pair  since  he  had  recently 
lost  his  second  job  a  few  months  before.  She’d  been 
helping  him  buy  his  DVD’s,  video  games,  video  game 
systems,  and  cigarettes  so,  why  not  a  twenty-dollar 
pair  of  dress  pants?  And,  any  time  I’d  ask  if  he’d 
purchased  dress  pants,  he’d  ignore  me  then  go  into  a 
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rant  about  how  much  money  he  had  spent  on  DVD’s. 

When  the  day  of  the  wedding  finally  arrived, 

I  spent  a  majority  of  the  day  getting  ready  for  the 
reception.  I  mean,  I  was  like  Beyonce  -  flawless!  I  even 
had  this  whole  scenario  in  my  head,  like  something  out 
of  a  movie,  where  Norm  would  see  me  and  profess  that 
he’d  loved  me  all  this  time  but  was  too  afraid  to  say 
anything. 

You  can  imagine  my  disappointment  when  Norm 
finally  arrived  to  take  us  to  the  reception  in  tattered  jeans 
and  sneakers  and  the  only  thing  he  said  to  me  was, 
“What?  Told  you  I  couldn’t  afford  pants.”  I  honestly  felt 
like  he  had  just  slapped  me  in  the  face.  Dreams  crushed 
and  feeling  flat,  I  fumed  silently  in  the  passenger  seat. 

“It  wasn’t  that  you  couldn’t  afford  it,”  I  thought  as  we 
traveled  to  the  reception  hall,  “you  just  didn’t  care.”  As 
the  night  progressed,  Norm  continued  to  prove  to  me 
just  how  much  he  didn’t  care.  He  never  got  up  to  get  his 
own  drinks;  he  had  me  do  that  for  him.  Not  only  that,  he 
never  once  remarked  that  I  looked  nice  and,  when  one 
of  my  friends  had  commented  that  I  looked  “beautiful,” 
he  just  shrugged  and  continued  eating.  He  also  refused 
to  dance  with  me  and  wanted  to  leave  the  reception 
extremely  early,  saying  “You  ready  to  leave?”  Little  did 
I  know  that  my  girlfriends  were  watching  us  the  whole 
time,  and  when  one  of  them  heard  him  ask  me  that,  she 
cut  Norm  off  mid-sentence.  “No.  We’ll  take  her  home. 
You  can  go  now.”  After  he  left,  my  friends  rallied  around 
me  and  let  me  have  it.  “You  can  do  SO  much  better,” 
they  said  and  they  were  right. 
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In  the  end,  we  broke  the  now  four-year 
arrangement  after  getting  into  a  massive  argument. 

By  this  time,  I  was  completely  fed  up  and  had  verbally 
chewed  him  out  over  the  phone  about  everything. 

I  told  him  how  I  felt  used,  and  about  how  he  had 
embarrassed  me  in  front  of  my  friends.  That  was 
when  he  immediately  jumped  on  the  defensive.  He 
demanded  the  names  and  numbers  of  my  friends 
so  he  could  personally  call  them.  “You’re  gonna  look 
really  fucking  stupid  after  I  talk  to  them,”  he  yelled.  I 
just  laughed  and  wished  him  luck  with  that.  What  got 
me  was,  in  the  midst  of  our  argument,  he  had  revealed 
that  he  had  slept  with  a  former  coworker.  I  was  livid. 
“YOU  BROKE  THE  AGREEMENT!  YOU  LIED  TO  ME!” 
I  shouted.  He  replied,  “I  didn’t  lie,  I  just  didn’t  tell  you.” 

I  was  done,  completely  done  and  just  hung  up  the 
phone.  A  few  moments  later,  I  received  a  text  from  him 
that  said,  “Be  sure  to  tell  your  friends  that  I  wouldn’t 
work  with  you  and  that’s  why  this  didn’t  work  out.”  I  still 
don’t  know  what  he  meant  by  that  but,  after  the  text, 

I  did  what  any  sensible  girl  would  do  -  I  deleted  his 
number  from  my  phone  and  got  a  haircut. 

The  fairy-tale  endings  Hollywood  likes  to  shove  down 
the  throats  of  consumers  are  often  a  complete  farce. 
Unlike  “Friends  With  Benefits,”  there  wasn’t  a  romantic 
scene  in  which  the  guy  professes  his  love  to  the  girl, 
but  instead,  a  friendship,  which  would  be  forever 
tarnished. 

Now  granted,  a  year  later,  Norm  called  me 
to  not  only  thank  me  for  telling  him  off  -  he  claims  it 


was  the  motivation  he  needed  to  get  off  his  butt  and 
change  his  life  -  but  he  also  apologized  and  said  that 
I  had  angered  him  so  badly,  I  made  him  cry.  While  that 
last  tidbit  may  have  evened  the  score  in  my  eyes,  after 
all  the  crap  he  put  me  through,  I  still  didn’t  feel  good 
about  the  whole  thing.  I  still  don’t  and,  clearly,  I’m  still 
upset  about  it.  Though  we  may  be  on  better  terms  now, 
there’s  really  no  erasing  the  damage  inflicted  because 
of  this  arrangement.  No  benefits,  only  baggage  and 
honey,  I’ve  got  a  trunk  full  of  it. 
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If  Satan  had  a  sister  it  would  have  to  be 
my  ex-girlfriend.  She  has  carried  out  his  dastardly 
agenda  with  malicious  precision.  Just  her  name  gives 
me  tingles  of  terror  every  time  I  hear  it.  Unfortunately 
for  me,  I  still  have  a  relationship  with  her  because  we 
have  two  children  together. 

I  met  her  in  a  pager  shop  in  1997.  I  was  holding  a 
conversation  with  the  owner  of  the  shop  when  she 
walked  in.  She  had  two  unleashed  dogs  waiting 
outside  for  her.  I  acknowledged  my  interest  in  her 
to  the  owner  because  he  was  friends  with  her.  He 
told  me  she  was  trouble  and  I  should  leave  her  be.  I 
did  not  heed  his  warning,  most  likely  because  I  was 
always  up  for  a  challenge. 

Before  I  met  her  there  was  a  lot  going  on 
in  my  life.  I  was  having  difficulty  finding  work  after 
coming  back  home  from  being  discharged  from  the 
Marines.  I  had  gotten  out  of  another  toxic  relationship 
(with  a  woman  who  was  married),  and  my  mother  had 
died.  She  was  seven  years  older  than  me,  but  had 
nothing  to  show  for  that  seniority.  She  was  a  31 -year- 
old  high  school  dropout  living  at  her  parents,  with  no 
job  or  driver’s  license. 

Ignoring  my  friend’s  warning,  I  approached 
her  and  gave  her  my  number.  We  talked  on  the  phone 
for  a  few  weeks  before  going  out  on  a  date.  She 
appeared  to  be  a  night  person  because  it  was  almost 
impossible  to  reach  her  during  the  day.  I  would  soon 
find  out  why. 

I  went  to  her  parents’  house  to  pick  her  up 


for  our  first  date.  She  warned  me  about  her  parents 
and,  once  again,  I  took  the  information  as  a  challenge 
to  overcome.  I  got  out  of  my  maroon  1975  Cutlass 
and  walked  up  to  the  door  and  rang  the  bell.  Her 
father  answered  the  door.  I  said,  “Is  Diane  home?” 

He  laughed  and  said,  “Hey  Diane,  one  of  your  drug 
dealing  friends  is  here!”  Not  missing  a  beat,  my  reply 
was:  “Sir,  I  do  not  sell  or  use  drugs.”  He  laughed 
again  saying,  “Yeah  right!”  How  many  warnings  did  I 
need?  The  rest  of  the  evening  went  off  without  a  hitch. 
When  it  was  over,  I  took  her  home  and  told  her  she 
could  call  me  anytime  if  she  ever  needed  a  ride.  This 
is  what  led  to  a  dark  revelation  about  her. 

From  then  on,  she  called  me  at  the  oddest 
times.  At  one,  two,  or  three  in  the  morning  she  wanted 
me  to  take  her  to  her  sister’s  house  on  the  other  side 
of  town.  Shortly  after  the  first  excursion,  I  discovered 
that  she  had  a  drug  habit,  which  her  sister  and  I 
both  fed.  Her  sister  sold  the  drugs  and  I  delivered 
her  to  the  drugs.  I  do  not  know  why  I  continued  the 
relationship.  After  a  while,  I  started  sleeping  in  my 
car  in  front  of  her  house  so  I  could  respond  to  her 
demands  as  rapidly  as  possible.  When  her  people  got 
wind  of  this,  I  was  called  a  bum.  I  was  insulted. 

There  was  a  time  when  I  had  a  higher  standard  with 
women.  I  had  dreams  and  goals.  Two  of  those  goals 
were  to  win  the  Golden  Gloves,  which  happened  to 
fall  on  my  mother’s  birthday,  and  to  become  a  lawyer. 
Though  I  was  training  hard  and  going  to  school,  Diane 
had  the  gall  to  tell  me  that  I  was  wasting  my  time 


because  I  was  going  to  lose,  and  that  school  takes  a 
long  time.  You  know  what?  I  believed  her.  I  believed 
all  the  negative,  demeaning  things  she  said  at  the 
time. 

Within  six  months,  we  were  living  together 
and  within  two  years  we  had  our  first  child.  During 
this  time,  she  became  increasingly  jealous.  A  good 
example  of  this  behavior  would  be  when  I  tipped 
our  server  at  a  restaurant.  She  would  accuse  me  of 
liking  the  server  and  say  things  like:  “You  like  that 
bitch,  don’t  you?”  I  was  constantly  on  the  defensive 
with  her.  We  actually  got  along  better  when  she  was 
high.  There  were  times  when  I  wanted  drugs  for 
her  because  she  was  so  evil  and  unbearable  when 
she  was  sober.  I  turned  down  extra  hours  at  work 
because  she  believed  I  was  up  to  something,  and  I 
didn’t  want  to  arouse  her  suspicions.  I  only  had  a 
few  friends,  and  they  did  not  want  to  come  around 
because  of  her  volatility.  Despite  all  this,  we  managed 
to  endure  for  10  years. 

Approximately  a  year  after  the  birth  of  our  son, 
we  had  a  baby  girl.  Unfortunately,  she  died  shortly 
after  birth.  I  blamed  Diane  for  her  death  because  she 
was  using  drugs  at  the  time  which  surely  contributed 
to  what  happened.  Shortly  after,  she  stopped 
using  cocaine  and  we  had  another  girl  without  any 
complications.  Even  though  a  person  giving  up  drugs 
is  a  joyous  occasion,  this  act  eventually  led  to  the 
demise  of  our  relationship.  The  reason  I  say  this  is 
because  she  was  now  clean  and  sober.  The  person  I 
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tolerated  was  gone,  and  I  could  get  no  break  from  the 
person  I  despised.  I  had  to  get  away  from  my  live-in 
nemesis  as  much  as  possible. 

I  went  back  to  school,  enrolled  in  a  martial 
arts  program,  and  even  began  a  new  career  in  order 
to  keep  the  peace.  It  was  all  to  no  avail  because 
I  still  had  to  come  home  to  sleep.  The  barrage  of 
accusations  relentlessly  continued.  One  time,  when 
someone  called  my  phone  and  it  was  the  wrong 
number,  we  argued  for  several  days.  We  were  happily 
unhappy  together.  That  is  why  I  never  left. 

We  even  went  to  school  together  for  a  very  short  time. 
But  in  class,  she  showed  signs  of  abnormal  jealousy. 

If  I  spoke  to  another  man  or  woman,  she  would  roll 
her  eyes  and  huff  and  puff  like  a  child.  There  were  so 
many  signs  we  were  not  going  to  make  it,  but  I  ignored 
them.  I  am  not  exaggerating  when  I  say  that  not  a  day 
went  by  without  us  arguing.  At  the  time,  I  believed  that 
mothers  and  fathers  should  stay  together,  no  matter 
what.  And  when  she  started  studying  to  become  a 
nurse,  I  thought  we  were  finally  going  to  get  our  act 
together.  Big  mistake! 

Satan’s  sister  began  her  study  regimen 
religiously.  She  would  come  home  later  and  later 
every  evening  because  she  said  she  was  studying 
for  an  exam.  When  she  was  home,  she  would  be  on 
the  phone  for  hours  because  she  said  she  was  going 
over  material  with  classmates.  Our  intimacy  was  at 
a  standstill.  I  was  coming  and  she  was  going.  She 
even  stopped  getting  dressed  and  undressed  in  my 


presence.  There  were  even  times  she  did  not  come 
home;  instead  staying  at  her  mother’s  or  sister’s  house 
because  she  said  she  needed  to  study.  Silly  me,  I 
believed  her.  Out  of  all  the  signs  of  our  dissipation, 
there  was  only  one  I  could  not  ignore. 

I  remember  her  coming  home  early  one 
day,  and  I  noticed  she  had  love  marks,  or  what  I  call 
“hickies”  on  her  neck.  They  were  all  over  her  neck,  to 
be  exact.  There  was  no  question  what  was  going  on, 
but  I  still  asked,  “What  is  that  on  your  neck?”  I  now 
know  that  was  her  way  of  ending  our  ten-year  run. 

But  then,  my  naive  self  believed  it  was  a  cry  for  help. 
After  a  heated  exchange  of  words,  I  left,  believing  I  just 
needed  to  cool  off.  That  was  more  than  seven  years 
ago. 

Though  she  didn’t  allow  me  to  return,  I  do 
not  have  a  desire  to  do  so  today.  In  fact,  I  am  quite 
thankful  because  I  have  accomplished  more  without 
her  and  I  have  found  true  love.  She  tries  to  control  and 
manipulate  from  afar,  but  it  has  no  effect.  I  look  at  her 
current  boyfriend  and  laugh  because  I  was  once  in  his 
place.  I  realize  now  that  I  always  had  a  choice.  I  also 
can  look  back  to  how  my  mother  treated  my  stepfather, 
as  well  as  the  addictions  she  had,  as  to  why  I  pursued 
unhealthy  relationships.  Couples  do  not  always  have 
to  stay  together  for  the  sake  of  the  children.  Doing  so 
can  be  worse  than  parting  amicably.  The  children  do 
not  need  to  see  their  parents  fussing  and  fighting  all 
the  time  or  watching  one  parent  cater  to  the  other’s 
dark  and  twisted  behavior. 


TYLER  LENNOX  BUSH 


The  day  was  just  like  any  other  day.  While 
walking  into  work,  I  appreciated  the  smell  of  fresh  air. 

I  was  content  with  myself  and  couldn’t  wait  to  start  the 
day  doing  what  I  loved.  Little  did  I  know,  while  opening 
those  doors,  my  entire  mood  was  going  to  change.  I 
walked  in  and  saw  my  boss,  Rick,  holding  a  full  glass 
of  whiskey,  staring  at  me. 

The  first  thing  he  told  me  was  to  come  into 
his  office,  which  was  relatively  big  with  an  open  floor 
plan.  There  were  five  cubicles  surrounding  the  outer 
sections  of  the  office.  There  was  one  other  man  in  the 
office  who  was  employed  there,  but  he  was  also  Rick’s 
friend.  Because  he  was  there,  I  felt  it  was  okay  to  go 
into  Rick’s  office. 

Rick  looked  horrible,  to  say  the  least.  He 
was  short  -  about  5’4,  and  a  little  overweight.  He  had 
bags  under  his  eyes  and  did  not  pronounce  any  of  his 
words  correctly.  He  sat  casually  in  his  chair,  with  his 
arms  crossed  over  each  other,  on  top  of  his  stomach.  I 
was  not  surprised  by  his  actions.  He  had  always  been 
outspoken,  was  almost  always  angry  yet  nice,  and 
loved  to  drink.  Originally,  I  thought  he  was  drinking 
beer,  but  I  soon  found  out  he  was  on  his  second  glass 
of  whiskey. 

Rick  made  false  accusations  that  a  coworker, 
Josh,  and  I  liked  each  other.  The  actual  extent  of  our 
relationship  went  as  follows:  we  were  close  in  age; 
therefore,  we  had  a  lot  to  talk  about.  Whenever  there 
were  company  parties,  Josh  and  I  always  hung  out 
with  each  other  because  everyone  else  was  much 


older.  Josh  and  I  had  innocent,  flirty  conversations, 
but  nothing  ever  developed.  Although  one  time,  Josh 
texted  me  to  make  sure  I  was  awake  because  the  day 
before,  I  had  overslept  and  ended  up  being  late  for 
work. 

That  is  when  it  all  started.  Rick  found  out  that 
Josh  knew  my  phone  number  and  demanded  that 
Josh  show  Rick  his  cell  phone.  Josh  did,  and  it  was 
the  only  text  conversation  between  the  two  of  us.  Rick 
took  the  extra  step  and  asked  corporate  to  print  out  all 
conversations  between  us  through  Microsoft  Outlook 
messenger. 

Rick  flipped  through  those  documents  on  top 
of  his  desk,  asking  me  what  was  going  on  between 
Josh  and  me.  I  reassured  him  that  nothing  was  going 
on.  He  shook  his  head  with  disgust.  The  fear  inside 
of  me  was  a  strange  feeling.  I  am  used  to  fear,  but 
this  was  on  a  whole  new  level.  He  took  another  sip 
of  whiskey,  then  said  that  it  took  everything  within  his 
power  not  to  kill  himself  last  night.  I  could  not  hold 
back  the  tears  I  felt. 

He  explained  that  Josh  had  been  like  a  brother 
to  him  and  he  was  very  disappointed.  Josh  supposedly 
knew  that  Rick  had  feelings  for  me  and  they  talked 
about  it  daily.  He  was  upset  that  Josh  would  “do”  this 
behind  his  back. 

I  was  in  complete  shock  when  he  started 
expressing  his  love  to  me.  My  pride  in  being  a 
professional  at  work  is  high.  I  never  gave  Rick  the 
impression  that  I  liked  him.  Before  I  knew  it,  more 


tears  started  to  fall.  The  man  I  was  looking  at  came 
off  piggish.  He  then  demanded  to  see  my  cell-phone. 

I  said  no  and  he  responded,  “Are  you  fucking  hiding 
something?”  I  wasn’t  hiding  anything  because  there 
was  nothing  to  hide.  I  did  not  want  to  give  him  any  idea 
that  he  was  in  control  of  this  situation,  but  he  was  so 
persistent  with  seeing  my  phone  that  I  got  up  to  get  it. 
He  followed  me,  invading  my  personal  space,  to  make 
sure  I  didn’t  delete  any  messages. 

Somehow,  I  gained  the  courage  to  let  him 
know  how  ridiculous  he  looked  and  sounded.  He  took 
another  sip  of  whiskey  and  said,  “Like  I  give  a  shit. 

I  obviously  don’t  have  to  look  good  in  front  of  you 
anymore.”  He  could  tell  by  my  facial  expression  that 
I  was  shocked  by  his  actions.  “I  don’t  even  care  if 
you  fucking  try  to  sue  me.  I  am  worth  $15  million.  Try 
me.”  I  felt  threatened  and  got  up  to  leave  because  the 
conversation  was  ludicrous.  He  got  to  the  door  before 
me  and  locked  it.  I  screamed  to  the  other  guy  in  the 
office  for  help. 

Rick  knew  he  had  taken  it  too  far.  He  took  a 
step  back  and  started  to  cry.  I  also  took  a  step  back, 
even  though  I  knew  it  was  a  good  moment  to  leave.  I 
thought  to  myself  about  the  great  pay,  good  benefits, 
and  having  to  leave  there  unemployed.  I  will  never 
forgive  myself  for  thinking  the  way  I  did.  I  guess  it  was 
out  of  immaturity  and  fear. 

After  that  moment  of  silence,  he  asked  if  I 
would  ever  love  him.  I  told  him  I  never  would.  He 
replied  that  he  imagined  a  life  together.  He  said  that  he 
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usually  never  hires  women  at  the  office,  but  for  me  he 
did.  He  then  called  Luke  into  the  office  and  asked  if  he 
suspected  any  office  romance  between  Josh  and  me. 
Luke  gently  said  “Buddy,  nothing  is  going  on  between 
them.  This  needs  to  stop  now.”  Rick  looked  at  Luke, 
disappointed  in  his  response.  He  reminded  Luke  how 
much  he  liked  me  and  not  to  tell  him  to  stop  what  he 
was  doing.  Meanwhile,  I  was  still  distraught  by  Rick’s 
actions,  which  resulted  in  more  tears  coming  down  my 
face. 

Rick  said  he  had  confronted  Josh  about  the 
whole  situation,  and  that  he  claimed  he  would  never 
like  me.  Rick  was  being  manipulative.  He  was  trying 
to  see  if  I  would  be  upset  by  Josh’s  comment.  I  held 
it  together,  though,  and  told  Rick  it  didn’t  bother  me. 
My  response  fueled  his  anger  a  little  more.  He  took 
another  sip  of  his  whiskey  and  continued  to  believe 
something  was  going  on  between  us. 

In  the  meantime,  Luke  called  Rick’s  father, 
who  does  the  same  business  as  Rick,  and  explained 
what  happened.  Moments  later,  Rick’s  father  pounded 
on  the  office  door,  demanding  to  be  let  in.  Because  it 
is  all  glass  windows  and  he  could  see  his  father,  Rick 
screamed  “NO!”  and  threw  his  hands  up  in  the  air. 
Eventually,  his  father  was  allowed  in  and  took  Rick  to 
his  house.  Right  before  he  left,  though,  Rick  asked 
me  if  things  would  ever  be  okay  between  us  again. 

He  stated  that  all  he  ever  wanted  to  do  was  make  me 
happy.  I  had  shivers  of  disgust  going  down  my  spine. 

In  complete  shock  from  what  happened.  I  sat  down 
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at  my  cubicle  just  to  have  a  moment  to  breathe.  Luke 
asked  me  if  I  was  okay  and  apologized  for  everything 
that  happened.  He  was  fairly  new  and  I  couldn’t 
leave  him  by  himself  to  run  the  office.  Before  I  finally 
decided  to  leave,  though,  the  phone  rang.  I  answered 
and  it  was  Rick’s  mother,  who  cried  and  apologized  for 
her  son’s  actions. 

His  mother  and  I  got  along  pretty  well.  For  the 
year  that  I  worked  there,  she  always  made  me  feel 
extra  special.  I  think  she  felt  bad  that  I  was  the  only  girl 
in  this  crazy  office  of  men.  She  sobbed  and  rambled 
on  about  how  this  is  something  her  son  should  have 
never  done.  She  assured  me  that  things  were  going  to 
get  taken  care  of  properly.  I  was  a  little  taken  back.  A 
twenty-eight  year  old’s  mother  called  to  apologize  for 
her  son’s  actions?  She  ended  the  conversation  as  if 
he  was  going  to  be  punished. 

Later  that  night,  I  received  a  phone  call  from 
Brian,  another  man  who  worked  at  the  office.  He 
asked  if  I  was  okay.  I  was  hesitant  to  say  anything 
because  I  did  not  want  anything  held  against  me.  I 
told  him  I  was  fine  and  was  not  going  to  explain  any 
details  to  him.  He  then  told  me  that  Rick  was  in  the 
hospital  because  he  tried  committing  suicide.  My  heart 
dropped  because  I  knew  that  I  never  gave  him  any 
impression  that  I  liked  him.  I  realized  I  was  dealing 
with  someone  who  might  have  mental  issues. 

The  next  morning,  I  received  a  phone  call 
from  the  office  but  I  refused  to  answer.  Later  that 
evening,  Rick  sent  me  a  text  asking  if  I  was  okay?  I 


never  responded.  I  never  saw  or  spoke  to  Rick  after 
the  incident.  I  continue  to  get  nervous  with  the  thought 
that  I  am  going  to  bump  into  him  one  day,  or  that  he 
will  show  up  at  my  current  place  of  employment.  Also, 

I  have  yet  to  hear  from  Josh,  who  still  works  for  Rick. 
Despite  a  lawsuit  being  filed  against  Rick,  he  still  holds 
the  same  job  title  and  was  only  put  on  probation  for  his 
actions. 
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Pastels  are  the  nuance  of  color.  To  understand  communication,  we  must 
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understand  the  nuances  of  communication.  Creative  communication  is  a 
highly-nuanced  form  of  communication  that  relies  on  audience  interpretation 
and  perception  to  create  meaning  and  consequently,  understanding.  The 
journal  Pastels  is  dedicated  to  the  acts  of  interpreting,  perceiving,  and  making 
sense  of  how  we  communicate  our  identities  and  worldviews.  This  journal  will 
feature  the  work  of  Purdue  University  Calumet  students  by  inviting  creative/ 
performative  personal  narratives,  plays,  performances  or  excerpts  from  plays 
or  performances,  photography,  critiques  of  creative  work,  and  essays  on 
communiation  and  the  creative  process,  or  essays  which  explore  the  media  arts. 
The  journal,  which  will  be  published  annually,  will  showcase  work  that  focuses  on 
how  self-expression  and  identity  merge  in  the  creation  of  text. 


